Tu IP FI 


4 
7 
=_ 
m_ * 6 % * „ * uy "ER 4 
A 2 q __— „ 5 bi be f 1 - 4 A 
» * F «4a 2 by In - - LA . 1 * — * ws 4 — * * 3 
— +1 » 6; ca FR A "1 # lod —_ * 2 þ PPAR. 5 2 ** xi, rn 5 1 * : 
7 1 . RE 5 SW 3 F by . < . 
TT 1 ae it LY . - 7 * * 89 v R = 8 2 
RS. mn S W 1 by * 
*\ + &] 8 - W * 
e : - 


* 0 93 
p 


n 


2 3x 
* 2 3% ax 
SY 


— ** 
3 7 * 
4 -_b 

. * 7 


3 


ä 
ae 


N "I * 1 * Wo , a 
Ee >» IS ũ ĩ . SL es 


RHAEESDQ Y 


OCCASIONED BY A 


Late extraordinary Deciſion. 


3 INSCRIBED TO 
Sr WATKIN LEWES. 


The Knave or Diamonps tries his wily Arts, 
And beats=—Oh! ſhameful Chance, the KING or HEearrs. 


PoE. 


TO WHICH IS ADDED 


The Complaint of 8 A B RINA. 


— — * — ”s 


By J. GREENW 00 D. 


— — 


ö: 


Printed for J. ALM ON, in PrecapiLLY; J. TAYLOR, (No. 306) near CHANCERY= 


LAxE, Hor BORN; and J. WILLIAMS, (No. 39) FLEET-STREET. 


— — AI 


* — - 
- N — — — - 


— — yy 


— — 


— — —— — 


I RK HAP $S0DS 


ENCE, abject S/awes / let venal fools deride, 
Mine be the honeſt, tho' the loſing fide : 
Unlike the worthleſs Crew, the truly good 


Come from the field victorious, tho ſubdu'd 


Once more, my Muſe, ſome plaintive verſe inſpire, 5 


Then hang neglected by my uſeleſs lyre. 


SPRING, in green robes array d, and crown'd with flow'rs, 
Came with unuſual ſpeed, and trimm'd her bow'rs, 
Hopeful, ere long, in feftal dance to fee, 


Leading the jocund hours, Sweet LIIERTVY: IO 


B Warbled— 


LS 1 
Warbled the woodland choir, and gentle gales 
Bore the wild muſic down the liſt' ning vales : 
But ſince the baſhful morn, reluctant, roſe, 
And bluſh'd in ſhame, for thy victorious foes, 
Back to more friendly climes the ſwallows fly, 


And rigorous Winter reaſſumes the {ky : 


Loud thro the groaning woods the tempeſts roar, 


And angry Jove ſends many an icy ſhow'r *. 


From the ſad day, when thoſe ſtrange tidings came, 


All things ſeem conſcious of + VIGORNIA's Shame; 


Swift, o'er the hateful ſpot, the breezes fly ; 
t SaBRINA, murm'ring, ſteals unwilling by; 
In deeper ſables clad, comes mournful night, 


And the pale moon grows paler at the fight ; 


Toads croak, and ferpents hiſs, and maſtifls howl, 


Whilſt iſſuing from yon wood the ſtaring owl, 


15 


20 


25 


* Theſe Lines were written a day or two after the news of the deciſion arrived at 
WoRCcESTER, when the weather grew ſuddenly cold, attended with high winds, and 
frequent hail ſtorms. | 

+ WoRCESTER, 

+ River SEVERN. 


Borne 


LAS 


Borne on broad pinions round the Venal Place, 


Hoots, in deriſion of the ſhameleſs race. 


I sEE pleas d Slav'ry, with exulting ſmiles, 


Mark in her hateful Lift the QuEEN or ISL ts, 


Whilſt her Foul Champions gainſt the Juſt ſucceed, 


And Venal Senators approve the deed. 
FREEDOM with ſighs reſigns her fair domain, 
The exil'd virtues following in her train. 

Slow to the coaft th Unwilling Band deſcends, 
And loſt BRITANNIA's Muſe her nurſe attends ; 
Huſh'd is her voice divine, ſuppreſs'd her ftrains, 
Fearful of priſons, penalties, and pains. 

Oh! ſtay, ſweet miſtreſs of the tuneful lyre; 

T ouch, ere we part, my zealous lips with fire; 


So ſhall my ſong the odious truth diſplay, 
And Guilt confounded liſten to the law. 


ERE the ſad Fair can take her laſt adieu, 
Raſh tittering forward the victorious crew: 


Borne by the ſervile herd COoRRUPTION comes; 


Sound---ſound your trumpets, Slaves, and beat your drums : 


Her 
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40 


45 


EV 4 


Her to receive, the Venal Tribes advance, 


And Punch, from Shaftſbury, leads the drunken dance : 
Some ſun-burnt vet ran, from the eaſtern ſhore 

Steps forth, and hails the crowd-ſeducing pow'r: 70 
In thy imperial ſervice fixt, and true, 

Still may'ſt thou count, ſecure, our Nabob Crew. 


« Why rul'd fell Av'xice, IN DIA's ſad domains? 


Why mourns BENGAL her deſolated plains ? 
For thee great Queen, the ſultry clime we bore, 55 
On diſtant GanGEs blood-polluted ſhore. 

* Borne by the Eaſt-Wind thence, our Locuſt Band, 

Joyſul return'd to this devoted land, 

Where honours ſacred tree its boughs diſplay'd, 

And free-born men ſat ſmiling in the ſhade. 60 
Thy voice commanded, and the living flood 
Tore the green foilage from the groaning wood. 
Still, when thou call'ſt us, ready, we devour 

* In VirTUE s garden ev ry riſing flower; 
And ſoon, CorxuerioN, if thy rage proceeds, 


6 Nought will remain at laſt but noxious /7eeds. 


% 


CORRUPTION 


— 
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- CorRUPTION reigns, and through the ſubject land 


V1ce rides; triumphant, at her high command. 

Already JusTicE (not the heav'nly dame, 

But that: falſe phantom, England's ſcourge and ſhame) 

If ſome vile Miniſter his mandate ſends, 

Pliant as wax, a courtly Traitre/5, bends : 

Laments how factious minds revolt, of late, 

When needful Br1BEry oils the wheels of ſtate; 

Tears, ſcornful, from her eyes the holy veil, 

And turns her Balance to an huckſter's ſcale; 

Shakes off weak reaſon, and becomes, I ween, 

A ſly, ſlow, plodding, partial, peeviſh queen. 
Envious of pleaſures paſt, thoſe days I view, 

When all was wonderful, and all was new; 

Ere her ſad light experienc'd reaſon gave, 

And bluſh'd to tell me, I was born a Slave; 

When, Fancy led, on rapid“ DakwENT s ſhore, 


Well pleas'd, I liſten'd to the torrent's roar. 


* In Derbyſhire, 
C 


70 


80 


The 


4 1 


The waving woods chat crown'd th':afpiring hill; |: _ 395 
The foaming ſtteam that murmur d from the mill; 
| The flowery meads whieh whiſpering reeds ſurround, 
| Where ſportful flocks friſk' o er the enamell'd ground; 


— 


The village boſom'd in the tufted val 


- a 


And ſcreen'd by mountains from the ftormy gale; 
The diftant hills which rob d in miſt ariſe, 

Around whoſs airy cliffs che Falcon flies; 

A eſe ſtruck my infant mind, and oft I ſtray d. 
With penſive rapture through the woodland ſhade: 
Once, overcome with heat, and tir'd with play, 


Slumb ring in beechen ſhades, ſupine, I lay, 


Screen'd from the noon-day ſun's intemp'rate ray. 
Was it a vulgar dream? or did ſome power 
Send the ſtrange Visio of my future hour? | 
Around my moſſy couch, the fairy race ail bat 39:1. 2 
Ruſh'd in bright ſwarms, and gaz'd upon my face; 
With flow'ry. wreaths my waving locks they crown'd, 
And ſprinkled dew-drops, as they danc'd around : 

But 


1 
But ſad Titania fighd,: and ſhook her head; 
Stopt the gay dance, and thus prophetic ſaid ; 105; 


* SLEEP on ſweet boy, let peace poſſeſs thy breaſt, 
Dear to our ſacred race, enjoy thy reſt ; 
Enough of ſorrow thortly ſhalt thou ſhare, 


Too early uſher.d to a WorLD of care; 


N 


Ev'n in Life's ſmiling morn dark clouds ariſe, 110 


And treach'rous Fortune from the childhood flies; 


6 


Yet, thro' the maze of ſcience ſhalt thou. ſtray, 


Eager for Truth, untaught to find the way. 


- 6 


When warm in hopes, maturer youth appears, 


Still tend thy footſteps to the vale of tears ; 115 


* 


Condemn'd, whole years, with fruitleſs grief to mourn 


* 


Poor FREEDOM exil'd, never to return. 


* 


One friendly Boox my fairy pow'r can give; 


N 


Happy alone in Fancy ſhalt thou live; 


All things in FLaTTERY s Mix RO UR thou ſhalt ſee, 120 


And dream of FREEDOM, tho' no longer free: 


A 


O'er each new grief, new hopes ſha!l till prevail, 


* 


And thy whole life be one long fairy tale. 


L 


Non falſe the Vis ox j thro' life's changeful ſcene, 


Conſtant and kind, attends the fairy QuEEN. 
 Ev'n now with ſickneſs and with cares oppreſt, 
While life's pale lamp gleams faintly in my breaſt, 
Still buſy Fancy forms ærial ſchemes, 

Viſions of future joy, and noon-day dreams 

Of Riſing FREEDOM on ſome diſtant ſtrand, 

And a new BRITAIN in the Weſtern land. 

There freſh Sa BRINA's limpid ſhall be roll'd, 

And new VISORNIAs riſe, unſtain'd with gold; 
Full many a fane true piety ſhall rear, . 
And Science flouriſh when forgotten here. 
Thither if tyrant power the maid purſue, 

Send, God of nations! ſend the Vengeance due; 


In that brave ſtruggle may the Juſt ſucceed, 


And FREEDOM triumph, tho BRITANNIA bleed. 


What is my Country? is it ALB1oN's ſhore, 
On whoſe white rocks the ſubject billows roar ? 
Is it her hills with various verdure crown'd ? 


Her plains for plenty, and for arms renown'd, 


N 


125 


130 


135 


140 


To 


1 


To whoſe proud throne unwilling Europe bends ? 


No---'tis the land of FrxEEDoM, and her FRIENDS, 145 
Whether by tyrant Vice expell'd, ſhe go 

To wild Oſwego's woods, of Zembla's ſnow. 

Thee, flying F̃gR DO, ceaſeleſs I deplore, 


A mournful Exile on my native ſhore. 


J From theſe wild thoughts I ſtruggle to get free, I50 
4 And my ſick heart returns with joy to thee. 
= Fame, Freedom, Truth ſome grateful verſe demand. 


1 Then take the tribute of my artleſs hand. 
Mean tho' they are, no flatt' ry ſtains my lays; 5 
To virtue ſacred be the voice of praiſe. 


LoN d, crown'd with Glory, gen'rous LEWES live, 


3 Thy wond'ring country's plaudits to receive. - 
| ; Each riſing Year, when winter leaves the land, 
i And the mild Zephyrs bring the ſeaſon bland, 
3 All Fxezpom's genuine ſons fhall pluck for thee 160 
1 The firſt green honours of BrITANNIA 5s tree, | 
D * And, 


[10 J 


And, for her rights maintain'd, each grateful town, 
With annual duty ſend the Civic CROWN. 1 


And when at laſt you die, (ſince die you muſt, 


And weeping realms reſign you to the duſty | ; _ 16g 


Grav'd on your tomb, ſome yerſe ſincere ſhall ſay, _ 
* Stop, Trav'ller, this hallow'd ſpot ſurvey; 

This holy ſoil from violation ſave; 

Here LEWES lies, the honeſt and the brave. 

In impious days, expell'd by wealth's command, 170 
* Poor FREEDOM wander'd, friendleſs, thro' the land; 
Touch'd with her ſorrows gen'rous LEWES roſe, 

| * Sworn to defend her 'gainft an hoſt of foes. 

| « Ceaſe---Sons of virtue---ceaſe the Vain Endeavour, 


© LEWES was conquer'd---Fxzztpom fled for ever. 175 


Orr to that ſpot the weeping Maids ſhall come, 
And trim the LaukeLs that o'erſhade thy tomb, 

And while ſome hoary Sire repeats the tale, 

Aſk, all amaz'd, and could the Hero fail ? 

With no vague hope the conteſt he defy d ; 180 
ern. Tusrics, Law, join'd battle on his ſide. 


© Yes! 


LM 1 


Yes! LEWES fail'd, the ſorrowing Sage ſhall ſay, 


* 


And SLav xy wonder d how ſhe gain'd the day. 


Hell, jealous hell, the unequal fight ſurvey'd, 


* 


And ſent Foul Perjury to her favourite's aid. 
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THE COMPLAINT oF 


CC A. 


N 
1 Written immediately after the ELE cTiox, 1774. 


+ * ng borne in impious pomp, and proud array, 


The Indian ꝙ Spoilers thro' I VicorN1a rode, 


And Slav'ry's Legions ſwell'd th' exulting lay, 
Heedleſs of laws, forgetful of their Gop. 


*The Nymph, or Goddeſs of the SEVERN, 
+ R— and WH, 
t WokcksrER. 


E SW 


EAI 


(« Vain pomp ! and triumph ſoon to paſs away ! 


For ſuff 'ring numbers of the venal tribe, 


If laws * avail, ſhall rue the guilty day, 
When each deteſted hand receiv'd a BRIBE.) 


Rous'd by the tumult, from her oozey bed, 


Midft circling waves aroſe SaBRINA fair, 


She ſhook the turrets on her ſacred head, 


And the looſe treſſes of her ſea-green Hair. 


Full on the guilty ſcene her eyes ſhe caft, 
Which witneſs'd grief with indignation join'd, 


j Wept to the ſtream, and ſigh d to every blaſt, 


| While murm'ring ſad reply'd the pitying wind. 


© Ah! what avails it, that in days of yare, 
When Britain's ſons were Incorrupt and Free, 
Rich plenty ſported on my flow ry ſhore, 


Join'd with the mountain-nymph {weet Liberty. 


See the determination of the WoRcESTER committee—heu !—heu ! hinc ille lachrymæ. 


* Proſp rous 


En 


* Proſp'rous alike in empire, and in trade, 
While ſcorning Slav'ry paſs'd their jocund hours; 
Well pleas'd my liquid boſom I diſplay'd, 


Proud to reflect VicorNla's lofty tow'rs. 


There many a gallant chief, in times of old, 
« Frowning in arms, upon my margin ftood, 
* In Freedom's cauſe full many a Baron bold, 


Victim of glory, ſtain d my ſtream with blood. 


Again ſtern * Warwick riſes to my view. 
Around his valiant Knights triumphant ſtand; 
* Before the hero ſhrinks the favourite crew, 


And baniſhd Juſtice reaſſumes the land. 


« Oh! ſhall their worthleſs ſons unbluſhing yield 
* Seduc'd by foul Corruption's glittering ſtore) 

* The ſacred prize of many a well-fought field ? 
Flow faſt my ſtream, and fly the guilty ſhore. 


2 


* Guy DE BEAUCHAMP, Earl of Warwici, and Conſtable of Wercefter, in the Reign af 
EpwARD the Second. 


What 


1 4 


What ſcenes ariſe where er my currents wind, 


* See C- at Salop leads the venal train, 


R.. .me golden links Vigornia bind, 


And Glo'ſter drags inhuman * $--Lw--x's chain. 


A 


Oh ! that my ftream could like Alpheus glide 
« In ſecret channels underneath the ſea, 
Far would I rove beyond th' Atlantic tide, 
And ſearch in diſtant wilds loſt Liberty. 


Was it for this, ingrateful as you are! 


My wave obſequious bore each ſwelling fail ? 


La 


Still was your Commerce my peculiar care, 


And Plenty flow d in evry paſſing gale. 


* This Gentleman is fond of ſeeing public Executions : When the frantic Damien was 
tortured to death at the Greve in Paris, he attended on the ſcaffold, where the ſubordinate 
Executioners of the ſeveral Towns were in waiting on the awful occaſion: When the 
principal Executioner arrived, he paid his compliments to his inferiors, addreſſing, in 
French, Monſieur, de Bourdeaux, Monſieur de Marſeilles, &. &c, and turning to our hero, 
with a profound reverence, exclaim'd, Ek! Monſieur de Tyboorn, The perſon who intro- 
duced Mr. $S--[w--n, undeceived him, by ſaying, Monfieur weft pas artiſte, ſculement 
amateur. | 


Once 


"ad 


[ #7 1 
Once, when the haughty Dane with frenzy fir'd, 
© Led to Vicornia's walls his flaught'ring band, 
To me you fled, and in an Iſle retir d, 


* Brav'd the relentleſs Tyrant's vain command. 


* Pleas'd with the flame that in your boſoms glow'd, 
* (Though urg'd by threat'ning Fate and War's alarms,) 
My ready aid I on the brave beftow'd, 


And round your manſion threw my wat'ry arms. 


Sacred to FREEDOM may that Iſle remain, 
And oh! to Jus ric be it ſacred too; 
* There may VIOORNIA ſend her traytor train, 


And leave to me the holy vengeance due. 


In the Reign of the Daniſh King Hardicnute (who had laid ſeveral impoſitions on his ſub- 
jects in a time of great ſcarcity) Feador and Torſtan, the king's collectors, were ſlain iu a tu- 
mult at Worceſter, The King ſent a body of troops to revenge this outrage, and, according 
to his brutal orders, the city was burnt to the ground; but the inhabitants had retired to an 
iſland in the Severn, near Beverly, where they defended themſelves with ſo much bravery, 


that their enemies were obliged to abandon their enterprize, and ſuffer them to return to- 
their deſolated city. A. D. 1041. 


= From 


118 J 


From my full urn my torrents will I put. 


7 


+ Unſluice my ſecret ſtores of wintr'y rain, 
« Swol'n with the aid of many a copious ſhowr, + * 


* AND SWEEP THE MONSTERS HEADL'ONG ro TAE Maik.“ 


